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HAMLET TRAVESTIE. 

A BURLESQUE. 

AOT I. 

SCENE L— Elainoie. A Platform hefiyte the C<mU, 

Francisco (m hispast, EtOer to him Bermabdo. 

Ber. Who'sthere? 

Fran, That's rather ricb, t' accostthe guard so ! 
î^ray who are you ? 

Bern. O bother, l'm Bernardo. 

Fran. You canH Burnhardo hère. It just does 
freeze! 
A nîght for maffins* and for niuffiitâes ! 

Bem. Betboath6m«jf-af-ea<0. l'Ilgu^rdtbe place. 

Fran. Then is our waich woundnpy i^ndgo^d a paci f 

\EsbU hurri€dly-''runs against Ho^atio <m4 MABCSLi^irB. 

a Thîs line &ti|)pHe8 eondnsiYe evidônce ^ô'f Shakfi^pére*s plft- 
giarism, the beautiful idea of ^'a night for muffins** beiog 
{MUpably purloined from Dickensi Vide <^ The ChiiDes/* pag« 



Hor. Now, Stupîd ! O the Watch, I see. 

Fran. [^Squaring at HoraHo.'] Mopt like» 

WitH Jumds before its face, and going to strike ! 

Mar. 'Tis not a fashionable square he sqaares ; 
Shalllpitchin? 

Hor. No, we tave weightier carés î 
l'II give this Bendigo a Bender : 60 
To Cribf not Thomas, but to bed, 70a know. 

[HoRATio singgf holding^ hU purse. Air-^*^ Whm the 
heart ofa num^ Sçc. 
When the dander of ttian is riz and queer, 
Fd advise yen to sooth it with something fiK>m hère ; 
Like the pille of a Gockle, when ta^en at nig;ht, 
It remoyee fab 111 humour^ and sets him right. 
Joeys and Tîzzies may calm his woes, 
But the bright Bob is more sweet than ihoae ; 
Fee him, and see hlm, With shilling, so willing, 
Away to ^ the Public" he smiling goes. 

[Eadt Fràitgisoo. 

Sot. And now, Bemardo, when may we expect a 
Grand entrée from this hère most royal Speotre ? 

Bem. Don'tchaffhisGhostship, or toydur surprise^ 
Ont of his Majesty youtl get a rise ! 
Ifof he bas Plnto's latch key, and cares niz 
For Gerberas, nor at the ferry Sticks ; 
Whene'er he please may quît the gloomy Strandy 
By Charon Crossi^ and leare that shady band ; 

^ The ancient name for Cfaaring Ctomt^Mokm* 
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A&fiome great Don who wanders to and fny 

Where ITndeTgradaates are forbid to go. 

Onlj last nîght, the last as neyer was, 

He was a galivanting bere. 
Mar. That's poz ! 

Mj eje bebeld bimi and says I for sartaîn — 

Hor. Tbere, tbere! its all^my eye'' and Betty 

Martin. 

l'm up to you, and down on tbîs grim Stalker ; 

T©a say be walks tbe eartb, I answer *' Walker.** 

Starts and sings. Air — *^ Lovefy Bosa," 
Bat wbatlB dat in armour dere dat I spy ? 
I know tbe old monarcb by bis mm tog-ge-ry ! 
Tbèy mnst bave foigot to bury bim, I feer. 
Or else be conldn t rest on bis veiy Intter hier. 
He looks like wine tbat's advertUs'd for sale, 
^ Old and enisted," or ^ curions and pale." 
Chorus. « He looks," &c. 

Enter Ghost. 
l^7%tmder^ lAghtning^ Eartliqmkes^ ^^ 

Mar. Horatio, you're a 'Yars'ty man, and pat \xk 
l^ead langnages, so tackle bim in Latin I 

Hor. Honor, bonoris, dative bonori. 
Arma, yirnmqne — As in présent!. 
Musa, musœ. Amo, amas, amat. 

Ber. He doesn't seem to care mucb abont tbat. 

Màr. Perbaps bas learn'd below, in Cbartist Scbook, 
Antîpalbj to any Spécial Bules. 
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Hor. Noy noyhe was brooght up for better thiogi, 
A Gantab he. Sir, for he cornes from ^< King\" 
Or, where the Isis Ice.is, when 'tis froze, 
From the King^s Hall and Coll. of Brazen-nose* 

To Ghost. 
" Your Name and Collée ^ Not a word, by gum, 
Not even this, '* Pulvis et umbra sum'* — 
Like other régal gentlemen^ because 
He's bat thé shadow of what once he was. 
Mar. {Drawîng Truncheon*'] Shall I strike at him 

with my partîzan ? 
Hor. AjOf lead in dubs^ and play the deuce^ my 

man. 
Mar. Thns I play thro' his hand. IStrikes at 
Ohost.] It is no use. 
No more than playing with my Lord de Roos ! 

[Codberows, 
Hor. Ah, he's no Cock-lane Ghost, he's off, as near 
Cornes the clear chant of moming's Chanticleer; 
Best love to Proserpine, old boy, from me I 
And now lets tell young Hamlet of this spree. 



SCENE ll.^A Boom in the Castle. 
Enter the King, Quesn, Hamlet, and ConrtierB. 
King. Soft water, from the water-cart of grief, 
At length bas laid, to oor immense relLsi^ 
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Tbe dnst, which tbreaten'd ail of us to smother^ 
Upon the death of dear departed brotber. 
We need to wasb bis grave witb tears no longer. 
Let's moîsten our own clay witb sometbîng stronger ! 
Put off tbe garbs of woe — [^Takes narrow black ribbon 
fram the sleeve of his ^ink~Queen ditto from 
bonnet — Courtiers taJce off blacJe wàtch ribbons^ false 
black moustaches y ^c] — and corne to dîne ; 
We'U try to nigbt anotber sort oîwine! 
You've been lîke bermits in tbeir cells^ mj fellars» 
Corne try tbe hermitage tbat*s in our cellars — 
And wben disposed for fruitier stuff ye feel, 
We'U tap tbe dear departed one's black seal l 
Wbat bo I a corkscrew^ and flat candiestick ! 

Queen. A moment pause, my beautiful, my brick ! 
Wby looks tbe young prince Hamlet tbus forlorn ? 
As one, wbo in some Monster Sweep batb drawn 
A borse tbat's dead ! Is there some little bill, 
Like bis own elbows, nearly out, or still 
Worse, bas be pawn'd bisvSunday clotbes ? 

King. Tbe lad 

Tbinks not abont bis unclCf but bis dad. 
And since he left us, ibis nnbappy fellow 
Passes bis life in one etemal bellow ; — 
As tbo' my brotber's bones, like bones we get 
At supper, sbould bave lots of béayy wet 
Tears cannot minister to kings departed, 
Or pVaps Thiers wonld, wben Louis Philippe started. 
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Jnst like-fiome Sikh he looks, who faears men way, - 
That Napier 's coming scek and hide to play ;-t- 
Sare^Prinçe, thou art the Prince of Whales for blubber, 
A nasty^ suUen, aggerawating lubber ! 

Queen. Corne, Claudius, I say, just you draw it 
mildl 
I can't quîte hanour such a chech on ehild» 
This boy of mine b no French kid to try 
Tour greàt bîg band on till the Btitcfaes ây« 
I know bi3 nature, and thus much reveal, 
'* Wben putting on tight boots, soft soap your heel.** 
True, he needs med'cine, but most sure I am, 
He '11 take the powder best, when hid in jam. 

King. Well then, 1*11 ride him with a snaffle rein : 
" Sweet Hamlet, loveliest Hamlet of the plain."« 
Be jolly ! like our royal brother, Cole, 
Cheer up, and sing us, *' Landlord fill the bowl.'' 
As the swart Ëthiop, when the curtain drops, 
Rnbs bis dark phîz, and wears bis natural chops ; 
Or the green-grocer, when the funeral 's o'er, 
Orins with bis neighbours, and îsmute no more ; 
Or as at School, when Ushers wish ' good nîght/ 
We take from ^neath our beds the hidden light ; — 
So, Sun of Denmark, be thy darkness past. 
And deign among the Danes to shine at last ! 

c *^l would Aot^** Baya Lsmb, " speak disrespectfully of Olîter 
Goldsmith, but there is something yery like this Une at the be-< 
gÎQiiing of ' the Deserted Village.* " 



IS 

Di&e with us, Hamlet ! Jjofwe, what'fi on tlie Carie ? 

Queen. The vealofcowmùy dear! Beallji beef and 
iBxL 
Bot if our Courtiers dioe, we meaii to treat, 
With candied sweetmeats tUs our candid suite : 
Some Stiltou too. 

King. Nay, panse there, ifyou please» 
Crème de la crème, we'U be ourselves the eheese. 

Polonius. Aid me, je dainty Danes, the while I sing, 
How there shall be ** a dainty dish to set before the 

Kiug!*' 

P0LONXU8 iinffe. Air-^^ Therée a gooë tiftiè eoming^ hc^s.* 
There's some roast beéf coinfaig, Sire, 
A good joint coming; — 
LotsoffEtt, andnice pota- 
•toes a browning in the gia- 
-Ty. Boast beef coming ! 
Gan't you amff the savouxy smell, 
Growing strong and stronger ? 
But the cook, to do it well, 
Mnst baste a Utile longer. 
Chorus. There's roast beef coming, Sire, 

A good joint coming ! 

There's roast beef coming ; — 

Baste a little longer. 

Queen. Dine with us, Hamiet ! 
Hûmlet. Ma'am, I would rather net. 

lis not alone ihis inky pal»e-tot 

B 
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Nor customarj suits of solemn black 
(I Ve three a-year, and send the old ones back 
To Moses). Nor thîs pocket»handkerchief 
{Squeezes his pocket-handkerchieffrom which tpater drops 

on the stage») 
Steep'din the fruitful river of my grief- 
No^ tfaere is that wîthin whîch passeth show. 

PoL Is it Polonies ? 

Hamlet, No, Polonius, no ! 

Not England's lamprey-loving, Henry First, 
Who ** went to ground after a glorious hmst j" — 
Not he, who on pork chops at night regales ; 
Not he, who feeds upon thy rabbîts, Wales ; 
Not he, who eats the under-donest parts 
Of veal, or giblet-pies, or e*en cow-hearts : 
Not he, by strawberrîes and icM cream oppress'd, 
Where, Piccadilly, thon dost yield the beat ; 
Not the young boy, who, bursting from his dothes, 
SaySy '^ I Ve had nine o' them, and ten o' those ;" 
Not the polîceman^ who, sagaciouslyy 
With cooks and coldmeats keepeth company ; 
Not the prize pig, by prîncely Albert fed ; 
Nor lap dog, by some ancîent Virgin led ; 
Nor, lastly, Alderman, who fattens where 
SomeMayoryjastknîghted, dealsaroundnight-mare ; 

d In another passage Shakspeare aUades to thîs dignitaiy, ap- 
plying to him the more familiar appellative of *^ Polacks :*' ' He 
smote the sledded Polacks on the ioe/— 6MAtf. 
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Ah, none of thèse, from theîr stomachic pits, 
Kno^ what a burden on my bosom sits ! 

PoL Moxon's Magnesia p'r'aps — 

King. {interrupting) To watch him ciy. 
Ton 'd think he meant the Water Care to tiy. 
(And 'tis a sight I should enjoy most fnlly, [Aside. 
To see him get a towelling from Gully !) 
Well Prince, you '11 find a knife, and fork, and spoon^ 
(The last he carnes with him poor gone ' coon/) {Aside, 
^^ By, by/' till then ! Remember six the hour ! 
Now fetch our best Regalîa from the Tower ; 
We mean that best Regalia, which glows, 
At eventide, between our chin and nose ! 
Call ont my barbers !* 

Queen. Aye, there's work enongh, 

Yonr heir apparentes so uncommon rough. 

King. The blade that's ont oftemper mnst be stropp'd ; 

Pohn. The Gav'nor means young Hamlet should be 
whopp*d. 

ExeurU JKîng, Quem^ PohniuSj and Oourtiersi 
Musie^"^^^ Bogibei marchr 

Hamlet. No, I will see my mother /ar^^er fust. 
O, that this bust of mine indeed were hust ! 

• Schlegel observes that ^ there wonld be great difficulty in 
ahaTÎng a monarch (or indeed any îndiTÎdual) having a large 
weed in bis mouth.** But Steevens beantifuUy suggests that 
loyalty waa doubtless provided with <Hhe Plantagenet razor.*' 
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Uoprofitablei beery, flat, and stale, 

Seems to me now ail that the world thinks aie. 

Burton on Trent, O thîne are bitter brews ! 

*^ Burtou on Melancholy^' now I choose. 

Ail recoUectioiis of the tankards big^ 

In which I twigg'd the hop, bave hopp'd the twîg ! 

The pint of ^' pF aie** soothes me no more. Alas ! 

I cannot play upon tbj vMs, Bass /' 

That Maltese Cross, call'd '« half and half/' I find, 

Can yield no balm to work npon mj mind ; 

XX to excesB I consume in yain ; 

And BuxtoiCs Waters cannot ease mj pain. 

Fie on the world ! it is a 'tator^garden, 

Where ail 's unsound as Murphy (ax bis pardon 

For he 's no more, like my poor Daddy ;-long 

Legs bave been nought to them whose race was gone) 

Not two months dead ! (Yet if his life had sped 

Till Taesday week, two months he 'd bave been dead) 

So excellent a King ! That was to Uncle, 

As biggest diamond to the least carbande y 

Champagne to Spruce ; a Lopez to a Cuba ; 

Dear Jenny Lînd to '^ Boz's famous Juba ;" 

As natural charms to Crenoline ; point lace 

To Nottingham ; the blush on some fair face 

' To est&blisb the antiquity of this fanuly^ we qnoto fîom 
*' Annales Antiquitates** (Oxford) page 12, h. : " BaSt the Bon of 
Boteiras, made head against Caranus, one of Alexander^ Gène- 
râla.** He intented tiie Basaoon, the Bastile» Basso Believo, Ae.** 



To ronge ; and this reminds me of mj Mother ;— - 
Marna, thy name is Frailtj ! But the other 
Daj poor Papa y on hugg'd ; and now thîs lont 
Sonfls Fins Papa's Roman Candie ont ; 
And| like Italian Cbartîsts o'er again. 
Drives out the Eing with Punch â la Romaine. 

Enter Mabgbllus and Horatio. 

Mare* Hail, Prince ! . 

Haml. Wb j aie ? Bucellas is jour name 

Marc* Marcellus, Sir. 

Hand. Marsala — much the same. 

(tO HORATIO.J 

Welcome from Wittenberg. Term is o'er no doubt 
Does Aima Mater know her youths are out ? 
How sped your studies ? 

Hor, O, by extra pain^ 

I got în a First Cîass (aside) by Bailway Train. 

Ham. Were you not somewhere 'mong the hufers 
friend î 
Why, gracions, gentlemen your hair's on end ! 

Mar. Like hares on end, Prince, whenyourbeagles 
near 
First whisper currant jelly in their ear ; 
Or just before the greyhounds swift pursue, 
And then, unlvmitedy the game is '* Loo** ; 
Like conies lîstening to the ferrets' feet, 
Ere they yacate thelr boroughs and their seat. 

b2 
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Bot. WeVe seen a stgbt ail other siglits \» fiog'. 
Well may our haïr thas ** go the whole" hedg» 

•'hog"r— 
Well may ît stick out ail ways of a sudden, 
As do the almonds on a bîrthday pudding. 
Ham. Corne, leave your head, and lei us hâve your 

talc, 
Mar, V\\ dock ît short, Prince ! Posteâ in our maii, 
Last night to guard the keep, and keep the guard, 
We saw your Guv'nor in the Castle Yard ! 
Ham, Gracions 1 

Hor. By no means^ — not a vrord to say» 
Ham. How clad 7 
Hàr. I fancy in a cut-away^ 
So short he stayed. 

Mau No, no ; my liège, your sire 

Wore the bright helmet scorched by many afire^^ 
And the same buckler which so oft did gleam 
O'er toughest chop or hottest br&il suprême l* 
Aye, many a soûl beneath that shield hath lain— 
And saddles reek'd — the saddles of the slain ! 
l/Smgy Marcellu* {wiih rnich fkUng). Air^^^Mary 
Blane." 
I once did love a thundering brick, 
The pick'd of ail the Danes ! 
A. 1^ m fact, " A Wunner T 
But ah, no moie he reigns ! 

•* <^The armour wom by the Ghost seema to h»Te borne a 
strong resemblanoe to a aaucepan anddish coTer.**^/)r. Johnson* 



19 

W« yoimi^ apark» went like èltufâi 
In that great oamet's traok, — 
Until, one 8ummer*B artenioon^ 
We £ound him on bis back. 
(Mortis, rest thee quiet, Royal Dane, 

Keep in o nigbts, dear Monarcb^ do 
rest thee, quiet. Royal Dane, 
Iiet*s nerer meet again ! 
I went into tbe wood one night, 
Tbe flentiy's wooden home;— * 
The wbite man came npon my btat, 
And theie awhile did roam. 
J stiUfeelflabbexgaster'd, for 
I cannot but suppose 
He's only eut to oome again 
On them departed toes ! 

Chorus, " rest thee quiet àc," 
When call^d to mount this odioua guard, 
I sigb io wîsh good bye 
Unto my brother sodgers, tho' 
They swear 'tis aU my eye, 
I take an esctra noggin, but 
ItisnouBeatall,-^ 
For when his spirit's sure to rise, 
My spirit's sure to fall \ 

Chwut, ** O rest thee &C.'' 
Ham. This very night we'll boldly audience oraye \ 
AU spectres are respectera of the braye. 

Exeunt. 
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SCENE llL^ThePUa/mm. 
j^€r Hamlet (^éith bhmderintssj Ho&atio (wUh poker J 

Marcellus. 
Ham, The air bites shrewdly : is ît verj cold î 
Hor. The lamb8 bleat for more lambswool in the fold ; 
Ganter, and Orange, and Grove smîle in tbeir sleep^ 
For Wenham's Iake to night is frozen deep; 
Cabmen congeal upon tbe Stand, and tberç 
None but the very brave deserve the f are; 
On snob a night shali bappy disions wait 
For Thompson, maker of the Patent skate i 
On such a night shall great Yesuvius bo 
Glad of bis eraier cùmfùrtê inwardly ; 
Etna be Snata'd on ; and the Coldstream wear 
A coat of frieae like our Marcellus there. 
(Flowrish oftrumpeis*) 
Mar. What's that ère air? wasit a Polka? 
Hor. No 

The Po8t ffom. But a Tery feeble blow. 
Some tîpsy Cornet! 

Mar. Let us hope, at least, 

'' Music bas power to sooth" the padded beast 
Ham. By tbe king's Trumpeters that blast wa§ 

blown — 
Bor. Hîs trumpeters ! wethoughthe washisown— - 
Ham. And when you note those notes so fidsely 
utter'd, 
The king'tis said gives toasts — ^profiisely buttef^d. 
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Mar, Toar UwAt spoia and pfai%r»— thaf s not the 

iray! 
Ham. Hark how the donkeys thro' their trompeta 
bray I 
AjoA with their raoketting and noisj* sport, 
Make the whole palace one huge racqueUe ûomrî. 

CHortu wund^ and distasa voiees are heard singing :— 

For Ms a joUj good fellow, the Queen'b a J0II7 |[ood 

fellow, 
She is a jolly good fellow, which nobodj can deny 
([Hamlet (smgs). O yes for that can I — 
Chorus, lî y ou do, you tell a lie — > ;; 

For 8he*s a jolly good fdlow, 
She » a jolly good feUew, 
&c., &c, &0, &c.) 
Hor. {drinking ma of flash) Your Ma ! 
£tam. My Unole's wifê, Sir ! 

^or. I recant. 

No flatterer he, bat only sick of aunt. 
Ham. What ails Marcellus ? Speak man i well, no 
matter : — 
Your teethy it seemsi if not your tongne, can chatter, 
Hqt. O Prince, there's something in that awe« 
strack ogle, 
Which makes me think Marcellus sees the Bogie ! 
Mar. The ghost for fifty ! Even odds l'Il lay— 
Hqt. fTell, lay the ghost ; he's o» the turff you say. 
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Mar. Batnot aman ^îs^stance : ^would n't do to 
Receiye a bill at two months upon Pluto. 
Sor, Alas, he cornes! Hâve 70a no charms to 

bring ? 
Mar. (Modesthf) No charms, but those of nature- 
And this ring : 

It is galvanic ; and I bave been told, 
That ail who buy it will themselves be 

Hor. Sold! 

What shall we do ? See tbe late Eing a^ear / 
Mar. And once so gênerons, now gets mucb too 

near / 
Hor. O that we had « the Daily News !" 'tis said 
The boldest spirit will avert hîs head 
From that; and he, whose heart is fix'd upon 
Its Leadetf must tum goose, and not a swan 
Like Jove. He's hère! 

ErOer Ohost. (Thimder^ S^c.) 

O try some other tack ; 
Yon'U take the ahine ont of jour Souy go back ! 
[Ghost mngs. I shall not go home till moming; 
I shall not go home tîll moming ; 
I shall not go home till moming ; 
Till day light doth appear. 
Ham. Till day light doth appear. 
Hwr. Till day light doth appear. 
Mar. Till day light doth appear. 

Ham. Hor. M<yr. H.. ^ WonHgohometdlmornmg. 
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Ham, Ô ail 7e ministers of state, défend us ! 
(Alas ! that ministry's too drank t'attend us !) 
Tet will I speak to thee ! l'U call thee Pa ! 
Dady Faythur^ OaVnory tell us what yoa are ! 
Say why, withbnt the usual month's varning, 
Yonr situation you bave left this morning ? 
Hâve you been prigging ? Answer, I entreat, 
Is tbere a P for Pluto on tbat sbeet? 

{Ghosi shakea his heaâ in neffoUon. 

Why, tben, wbat means tbis new funereaî game ? 
This êkady trick? O blâme it ! 

HoT, Ratber blame 

The Vagrant Act, wbose clause can't reacb tbe scamp. 
Bat gîve full freedom to tbis martial tramp ! 

Ghoat to Marcellus. If l'm caugbt begging in 
tbe fact, 'twill be 
Relieve us, Captain, of your Company ! 
Horatioy also, our permission batb> 
" Ire lavatum/' [Horace,] '* Go to Bath r 

Hor, He's but an upstart^ and speaks like one, too. 

Ham. My fatber, gents, is not tbe Pa-ve-hnew, 
BesideSy he's from tbe Lower House, and tbere 
A bit of BîIIIngsgate is always fair* 

Hor. The crabby cove ! 

Mar. The medlar, old and wizen ! 

Let's hie away from snob high tcays as hîs'n. 

I Exewnt Hobatio ofnd Mabcbllxtb. 



Ohost. Ligt,lwt,01istt 

Ham. Ib be recraMngy theii^? 

'' Wanted immediately, some fine young inen.'' 
I shall not list. Sir. 

Okost. Mark me I 

Ham. Yc8,riltary; 

Thoagh 'fis *^ a hard game and tlie marker dry.^ 

Ohost. Like the sea-BDake, I could a taie unfold ! 

Hotn. Pray don't l 'twould be indélicate and bold ; 
And tbo' that's nothing new in Palace Court, 
It won't do bere. 

Ghost. Yoiir's is a quick retort, 

More cart tban conrteonB. Yet you ns'd to dote. 

Ham. YoaVe chang*d, my sovereign ; — sa l've 
chan^d my note* 
Alter^d the king, and changea the eubjeci, too. 

Ghost. Do you believe in Ghost Stories^ 

Ham. I do. 

Ghost. You sball bear mine ; and with harmonms 
aidsi 
As lately set to mnsic for ^' The Shades*** 
'T is a darh subject, so TW^tch it strong:^- 

Ham. Order ! tbe gent in tops will sîng a soi^ I 
Doubtless 'twill be ** Der Wanderer^^ — ^vocal be 
Like otber members of " the Zingari.** 

Ghost sings. Air—^* Bilfy Tt^lor." 

I, the ex-king^ was a jolly old fellow. 
And did the thing at a daahing rate ; 
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¥111, like moBl of my brother monardu, 
I was f«rc d'fbrto abdkateb 

Choru8k Ghost and *Hamlei:, dancing round^ Tol-a-lol 
a-lol loi loi, &c> 

Atr — '' The merry days^wAm we- ^nereyowngr 
O ihose menj days^ thot» merry days, were jnst the 

lITheie could be joUier spree, than in the pleasant place 

where we were king. ^' 

Ham. Kong of trumps was he ! the best of pace he eyer 

wentt 
WwÉli Bttt now the mon yen mean is still as any mon^tf-^ 

meni, 

ChoTus-^O those merry days, &c. 

Donbtiess, my boy, you remember ail that ! 
Ham. Yes» Pa, I do! Yes, Fa, I do! 
€fkûi$. So I infér from the crape on your hat — 

Not very new — not very new ! 

Ah, but you don*t know who forced us to stop, 

(Wicious old warmint !) our royal gallop? 

lïor who compeli'd us our perch for to hop I 
HîmL Can't say I do-nsay I do ! 

Jiir^^^^ 'Dayrtobm we went gips^ng:^ 

In Ihe days of which I siiig, my lad, you veiy well do 

know, 
Our cuitCHn of an af temoon a Lopez for to blow ; 

c 



We blew it in the orohard, and then 'twonld often hap» 
That fiist Wd take an apple, and then we'd take a nap S 
O Hamlet, in the snmaier heat^ if yon baye 

earlj din^d, 
Youll find the afier-dinner weed a lozoïy 
most refin'd. 
^,*r— " The AdmiraL" 
How dozîlj, how cozily we slept one pleasant day, 
When youT unpleasant.nncle stole on us wheie we laj; 
And he'd been unto the chemistor's-^jes, therehe'dbeen 

and said, 
How bj rats behind the arras we were greaily hanased. 
They gave the beast a bottle, with a label on its bf^k — 
P-0-I-S-O-N, Sir, in letteis lai^ and black ! 
And as he left the shop, thus spoke that dniggist to hia 

lad:— 
^ He is the ngliest costomer as ever a druggîst had.** 
^'He is the ugliest customer," &c. &c. 
Air-^^Ewleena Bower." 
O sad was the hour, while asleep in my bower, 
With a glass of gin and water just nigh, just nigh— * 
He put the poison in, sayiog, '^ Thus^ in hîs own gin^ 
The fowler shall be caught by-and-bj, by-snd-by !" 

Air — ** Hiere is nae luck about the Tumse," 
Alas ! too trne hb prophecy ! I woke with parched lip. 
And took a hearty swig, for thea I couldn't stay to sip : 
The rdgn was nearly over, though still th» gUus fomd 

down; 
And Denmarky then, yon see, my son, was done by 
Holkmdshrown! 

« The reign," &c. 
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But soft ( metbinks, I scent the morning air;--^ 
Hey're sitting up, too, down at Pluto's there. 
Aurora, alias rosy finger'd morn, 
Takes down the shutters^ and reveals the dawn. 
Andy therefore, l'ye few words to add : jour mother 
In this consarn is just as bad as fotber ! 
(And qoite averse to swearing as I am, 
I muBt JQst go as far as Rot-hei^dam I) 
Sanre 'em both ont — ^if you do love yonr Dad, 
O cook tbeir goose, and cook it soon, my lad ! 
Fafewell ! the glowworm's '< best night-lamp'' decays, 
My fiirlougVs o*er, and I rejoin " the Greys" 
Remember me ! 

[2^ embrace. JExit Gnosfs. FUmr left un Buoit's 

Ham. My valet's sure to do ! 

Wouldy when be brush'd birnself, he'd bmsfa'd me, 

toot 
Why do I jest î wben I should be întent, 
Not upon puns, but npon pnnisbment. 
O mother, mother ! must I cook thy goose? 
Is there no ivrit of error — no excuse ? 
Why must I cook it ? Would my father feast 
Upon bis wife, likeCambes, Lydianbeast!* 

* For an account of this gentlemaxily goarmand, vide ^îana 
LV.H.C.27. 



How xnust I cook it— rAh ! I know toe w«ll> 

For once I hoh'd in ** Gloase^'* and Glasie did tdl ; 

** To cook jour goose : ..fint caU& 7iMir,,gposa:.-aa4 

thea 
Ju«t wring its neck. When dead*' (tbat îs a iehen ?J 
*^ Pull it, and drées ; the giblets, then^ h,y hf*-*-^. ;, 
(Think of my uncle's ^îblets !) " for.fijpie''^^ 
I can no more--^0 horror^ most intense ! ^ 

Why did the kiiig tbiis tHrn iSTiri^*^ Evidemef : :> > 
Why did you corne, Papa, to tell me this ? 
You must bave knowamy ignoradoe was Uiis.. -^ 
Is tbere no ga^ ke^r at Hades' Lodge ? 
Wby don't tbey try the early closing dodgel 
Hâve tbey no proctors, no police to say :-^^ < } 

** Wby are you wandering hère," go baok, " I pray."" 
[Enter Hobatio and Mabcellus. 

Hor. Why, what the Dickens! bere's *' tbe 
haunted maii'' — 

Mar. ** And the Ghosf s bargain," tell us, if you 
can! 

Hor. There*8 been a dust bere ! Gbosts converse^ 
tbey say — 
In a most flotv*'rfj meaZ^-moutbëd way. 

Mar. Don't be look fisby ? 

Ham. And feels fisby, too 1 

Caught with a hooTcj and put into a 9tew. 

Mar. He's like a whiting ! 

Hor. Yes ; and seems to bide 

H»9 taU hetween his lips Uke whiting fried ! 



Mar. dme, givetis, Prince^ of wbat has pass'd a 
àketch — 
Wô're not agoing to publish wfaat you eich ! 

Ham. Tfaat woold be strange ! Well, then, I think 
I wîU— 
[GaosT (hdowé) 
Yoa hold yonr jawy mj boy, 

Hom. Ocriky, Bill! 

Mar. Vfhj stops he speeohiess? Why thus wait- 
ing damby 
like a dmnb waiter 1 

Ham. GentSy the word is '' mum.'' 

Let us départ ! Henceforth our tongues must be 
Bennetically seal'd, liko tangues foi' ua I 
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ACT IL - 

SCENE l.-^Room in Pol&nM Bmaê. 
Enter Foi^kxus a$id Ophbxx*. 

Ofk. 0> dear Piftpn, Vre bcfen iil tioh a firight ! 

Sewing just now a button on yonr ntght-^ 
Pol. [MefmfHii^.'\ Mf Idvè^ i blmili I 
Oph. (Weil, yoci kBow trfiat I i^ean.) 

In came Lord Hamieti an^thiag btrt ckaii ! 

Pale aa Ma liosè, or HoÉier^ Qhost the rather ; 

Hb stockings were fo very dkty^ Fallier 

Hia old and seedj neekarriiief awry ! 
Pol. Mj daaghter, reverenôe an amimti He J 
Oph. Unbrac'd bia doublet ! And O, snob a hM l 
Pol. I know it well : Vm Préiscv Hitented ihaf t 
Ofhi Uneomely, and nncomb'd about the head, 

I don't believe heM reàlfy been fay bed ç 

Or, if he faad been, why he'd been and alept 

In that bin where the Palaèa flonr ia kepC . 

And then bis boots 1 at those I up and spoke i-^ 

** la then th$ Warren ^opp'4f and bas Z>ay hroket 
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Go to tfae scraper ! to the door-mat tan î 
Oar Turkey 's getting rather overdone/^ 

PoL And did the scraper clear him from his Bcrapef 

Oph. Bj no means — ^with a look, black as the crape 
Upon his four and ninepenny, he came, 
And took mj hand ; and then he press'd the same^ 
Which seem'd to do hitn good — for then he smird-^ 
And came it strong, and wouidn't draw it mild-^ 
In faot, he.kisiTd me ! 

PoL O tfce man is knad! 

Oph. For kissing me ! I can't see that, my dad ! 

PoL Well, on reflection, 'tis not strange, my pues ! 
Being in a huny, why he took the Bus. 

Oph. A stage box on that bus he might hare ta'èiy. 
Bat since to be his debtor I disdain, 
I would nOt keep his kiss, but gave it back ! 

PoL Bestowed, in short, another kind otsmaek. 

Oph. His was a blunder^buss, and somy sire, 
A small salute I from my smack did fire^ 

Pol. What did he say ? 

Oph, Hê Aérer told his love^ 

But look'd it most uncommon t 

PoL lakeadoye 

Withasorethroatt What then 1 

Oph. O svch à sigh I 

PoL Yoa priek'd him trith your needié. 

Oph. No, not 1 1 

O such a sigh| my Father, as would fiU 
The great Nassau Balloon, or turn a mîll t 



Pol. Pew ^ixieQ;'«aii «Mse:^ mad likelhati my 

ducky.l 

Oph^ The Priaoey Pa^ out his laekj, 

PoZ. He's mad,.wd.maâ for.le^.of jyon* 

Hov very nice ! Can madmen mairjry Pa? 
PoZ. Dottbtlea% my dai^liter. Nay^ it bas bâea 
said, 
Nooe ar^ quile coinpe^, when about to wed. 
I do remember muck ccoifugion Itérai [poût^lf^ ^o /^r^** 

When ârst I.caU'd your fatare iDOtI»r| '' dear ;" 
Saw.Hj^ii^'0 torcb*%ht in her glowing e'e^ 
And caught her eyea a oaut0r$sin^ me. 
And O, the pride, when first in joyoïis veiny 
«fMrs. Bçloaius l" J «aid— '' Champagne?" 
To whick«he aoBwered (js^ery word I ti«a«iure) 
^'Aaron Polonias» I wUl wilh pfeamre," 

PoLOiriTO sin^, Air-^^^ TheMgU çftOiar âasfs^ 

But ail tb&t sort of thing has luded, 

The hoDeymoon's ô'eit&st!! 

The horse, you know, is soonest jaded, 

Who goes ai first too Cast ! 

The yery deuce no long time aâer 

Sbe play*d, upon my life ; 

And ail our mirthsQme love and laughter, 

She tum'd to wçary strifç. 
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PoL Yes ! Love is like some grand new Raiiway 

Which (the Prospectus tells as) must combbe 
AU the adTantages to raiiways known, 
With much peculiar merit of its own ! 
How esajf then, the gradients to our sight» 
Sarveyed thro' Capid's false Théodolite. 
Trivial the outlay, small the risks appear» 
(For then ODr télescope 's invert) But near, 
And huge the profits to our eje^ for Hope 
Lends us her Hydrogen-Gas Microscope. 
Matnas^ as managing directors, sit ; 
Hear our pétition, and the Act permit i'^ 
Our Scrip, the Lieense, then we proudly olaim ; 
And Hymen's Company enrols our name ! 

Oph. What then, Papa? 

PoL The newly married pair 

Pay Ûkeîrfirst eaUs — ^a somewhat triste afiair ! 
Awhile the shareholders in peace repose ; 
Dream Love's young Dream — and alPs eoukur de rose 
Till, on the waking ear (and purse) shall faU, 
FearAil and fréquent the loud raiiway caîl ! 

Oph. What does that typify 7 

PoL In married life, 

The shrill accostais of a scolding wife I 
Who, like an engine, when she's on the rail, 
At eyery obstacle must shriek and wail ; 
Who, like an enginé, (do not sneer, my daughter !) 
Cannot get on unless she's inhot water ; 
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Wbo, lîke an epgiiie— 

Oph. O, I do beseecb, 

This train of thought some Terminus may reach 1 
Rake ont jour fire ! or damp it : shall I ring 
For liqnors? 

Pol. No ! If jou would sooth me, sing ! 

Ont ont the Lind ! for Denmark loves indeed 
To bave a little tiém-vp wlth the Swede ! 
Ophelia mia, beat tbat '^ Figli-a 
Del Reggimento i" 

Oph. l've sore throat, Papa ! 

PoL Tbese singers' aliments ail Ue in their throatsl 
Stick some '' Palmonic Wafers" on jour notes. 
Now to tbe Palace, for tbe king mnst know 
Tbis news of Ham et. 

Oph. Yet, before you go- 

For dear Marna, myself, and sex, combin'd, 
l'U quote some verses jast reoaH'd to mind : 

" When you were tbat unpleasant tbîng, 
A baby, wbo would smile and sing, 
• Tbe like o' tbîs batb never bîn ?' " 

PoL labruptkf.li My Motberl 

Oph. Wbo tbougbt tbat notbîng would su£Bce 
But costly lace on irocks so niée, — 
And dare not tell Papa tbe price ? 

PoU [less àbruptly,'] My Motber ! 

Opb. Wbo told tbe taie, in twîligbt gloom? 

. . . ■ ' • • *«.**<* «^ * - 
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Who read of witch astride her brooni) 
And poor Cock Robin's early tomb ? 

Pol. [somewhat affectedJ\ My Mbther t 

OpÀ. Who lov^d yon» a mîschievous boy ? 
Who spread the jam ? Who bought the toy ? 
Rejoieiog in yonr every joy ? 

PoL [jmch ajfBctedC] VLj Mother ! 

O'ph. If aught went wrong, who bore the blame ? 
Who wept, when first " the half-year*' came? 
Who sent ihose hampera» frait and game? 

Pol. [wUh epicurean empressement,'] My Mother 1 

Oph. Who, when yon wrote some doggrel yerse, 
Crimson with pride, assar^d old nurse, 
" That parts of Milton were much worse ?•' 

Pol. [as canscious of genius,"] My Mother ! 

Oph, Who, when the lontish âge began, 
And boyhood's thoaghts on razors ran, 
CaU'd yoa ** the gentlemanly man ? '' 

Pol. [pulling up his eollar, as though the maiemit^ 
had well spoken.\ TJLj Mother ! 

Oph. Who, when they "pluck'd" yoa in «the 
schools, 
At " little Oo/' 'bout Grammar Rules, 
Stontly matntained <' the Dons" were fbols? 

Pol. [approDingly.'] Mj Mother ! 

Oph» Who, in your yonth's hot giddy day, 
Revealed a better, brighter way, 
And kindied first-loTe's glorious ray ? 

Pol. [/ofu%.] Your Mother i 
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Oph. Who upon eardi» whiKdiity^ knows 
Th' exact location of jour dothas ? 
Who marks jour linen ? dams your hose? 

PoZ. (gratefully.) Yoor Mother ! 

Oph. Who hest jour pipe and glass can fiU ? 
Whose taper fingers light the spill? 
Who, if you*re poorly, knows Pa^8 pill ? 

Vol. (ruefully.) Yoar>Mother ! 

Oph. Who, when in sulky mood you fret — 
P'raps kick your corn, or lose a bet — 
Sings still, " We may be happy yet !" 

Vol. (cheerfully.) Your Mother ! 

Oph. What tbo' sometimes o'er married life 
A doud may corne, a moment's strife. 
Who makes the sunshine ? 

Pol. [enthus%asHcMy.'\ O, my wife ! 

Your Mother ! 
Who checks her Daddy in his spleen ? 
Who makes his brow once more serene'' 
And bids him say» '* IVe hasty been?'' 

Pol. [embracing^ My Daughter I 

Pol. Woman for ever ! Scold they as they will, 
Marriage ! with ail thy fkultSi I love thee still I 

Exeuni to Music. 

Aùr--'*^ Hereê a heaUh to aU good lasses.'* 

D 
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SCENE 11.—^ ro<m in ihe Castle. 

Enter Hamlbt (advances thoughtfalfy to firent^ and produeei 
a hottU, labéOed «« OU Tarn/) 

Ham. To drink, or not to drink! That is the 
question. 
Whether 'tis better to let cares infest one^ 
And put up with misfortunes, such qs are 
A wîcious mother and a poison'd Pa,—- 
Or, with this pocket pistol to mj brain, 
Plunge in Bine Ruin the Blue DeviPs train I 
To drink — to feel with each successive " 60" 
Some pang départ^ till Hope alone doth gloTf, 
As in Pandora's réticule — the plan 
Looks a good openîng for a nice joung man ! 
So easy too — to drink, to sleep» to dream — 
Tbere's more in that though than at first doth seem \ — 
For I hâve heard the restless toper knows 
(When he bas shuffled off bis bed the clothes) 
Nocturnal horrors I SpiritSf floor'd bj day, 
Rise up in vengance, and assert their'sway : — 
Some grin like gurgoyles ; lîkô night mares infest 
His sieep, and chaff him ; some upon bis breast 
Dance endless Polkas ; some fan fever's flame^ — 
Yex him with tbirst, and of his thirst make game ; 
Bring Scbweppe's ic'd waters to his dreaming gaze — 
Just to his mouth the claret cup they raisç — 
And while, like Tantalus, he may not sîp, 
Cool lumps of ' Wenham' bob against his lip ! 
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I will not drink ! No bottle^imp shall make 

Of me a Sponge ànd then a Tipsy Cake. 

Tet Vve a deed t6 do, and need to prime, 

Like a mild lover àt the ^' popping" tîme ; 

Like cockney fox-huntei* of lily heart, 

Wbo needs the jumping-powder ère he start; 

Like the dread toothacfae's victim, ère he trj 

The artist who can draw on ivory ; 

Like waking men who find, that over night 

Thej've lost a sum, 'tis not convenient quite 

To pay ; or those by wbose bed-side doth stand 

The punctual Second, pistol-case in hand ! 

Like — Soft, she cornes, I must'feign mad a while; 

If the cook flirt, the goose is sure to spile. 

Eraer Ophelia (vnth basket J^ 
Ham. Miss, if you *re arter I Hîs ail in vain. 
Oph. I corne your présents to restore agaîn. 
Ham. I never gave you nothing — but the walI. 
Oph, The liCf my lord ; for hère behold them ail ! 
[Producing a Profile."] This profile, Prince, at two-and- 

six (alack I 
That sach a mug should ever know a crack /) 
Tou gave, and giving it, you fondly said : 
'^ You've got my heart, Ophelia ! — take my head !'* 
Bam. "What 2L Blach Prince ! 

Oph. [producing a dead canarg.'] This hapless bird 
you knew — 
Who every day bis tiny hucket drew. 
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Until he kiék'd it. âncli a pip lie got ! 

Ham. "Wh^iSvom^' a BuiymchV 

Oph. . I oonjeetave oot ; 

But take the body ! 

Ham, Ifo I sfaan't ! Infacty 

I shall suspend tibis Habeas Corpus Act. 
Your poor canary 's got the utckj.hci I 
Don't wish to hag it. .Ornithology 
Is DOt my forte. 

Ophi Yoxkrfort is Ebinore. 

Ham. Else in our fort I am deceiYed< 

Oph, Once more 

Remove your présents ! Take thèse faded posîes ! 
My *' lads lové" blooms no more *' amàng ihe toses !** 
But *' love lies bleediog." 

Ham. What a sad disaster ! 

l'il ask the Qaeen to give him some Court plaster. 
Love 's always tripping, stumbling in the dark ; 

Oph. And yet the archyoung archer hits his mark, — 
Like the bold foowmen, who at Cressy Mustér^df 
ToOall them'Oauls, who there so much the wust 

had;— 
Or that Sweet William^ which did shoot so well, 
When Gésier faîl'd to win at Bag-a-Tell-^ 
*^ The merry Swiss boy" cried, while aiming true, 
•* Go it, my pippin /" and fAe appk flew.— 
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tiove slioots frora beaux yeux not yew hows î*m iold 
Ham. And Iceeps his eye^ tho* blind, upon the gold /* 
[AsideJ] (But soft ! hold hard ! l'm growing 
spoony, 80 

Miist try the mad dodge !) To a Nunnery go ! 

*' Tell them to chain up Ugly," and dispose 

Ofthat large instrument which smoothes the clothes. 
Oph. No veil, except the hridal, for thîs brow ! 
Ham. Ahy apropos, l'U sing! 
Ofhi Alas, what now ? 

[Hamlet stngs Hfitclly^ Air — ^" She uwre a wreath ofrosei'^ 

She wore a sky-blue walrus in her pewter chemisette ; 
Her wooden leg was smiling at a sum in tare and tret ; 
Her bantams play'd the Jew's harp; the Pope crîed 

Hip, Hip, Hip ; 
And she herself was knitting a seventy-four-gun ship. 
I saw her in the gardin, 
Where Yârmouth bloaters grew^ 
Selling Tom-tits five a fardin 
To nnhappy yôting Leboo ! 
Ham. [aside'] (That's in the early gothîc style, l'm 
thinkingy 
^'When Mnsic Heavenly Maid" was quite akin-chiû?) 

* Shakspere was hîmself a first-rate shot with the bow, tho* 
he lost a good many arrows as a boy ('^ in my school days, when I 
haé lost one shaft^** &c.) ; and on one occSasion had the great niîs<^ 
fortune to shoot his ^' arrow o^er the house*' (ai Stratford oh 
Avon) and to'^ hit his brother/* He had an unhappy penchant 
for practising archery at the deer of a Sir William Lucy, author 
of ^^^arry and Lney/* <^ O deùr what ean the matter be," è^ 
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To Ûph^ 4eeepn^ Thm's *^ Prinees Mhiurer' 
Are yoa up to snuff? 
Whj it brings tears into your eyea ! [ande] (fiaçmgh « 
My anger's cooling when it should get A»^À«r 
l'U eut my aticksi and then revive myfire) 
Dry np your tears ! yonmast hâve been» I «rot. 
Peeling of onions— <' Lady oS Shahtt /" 
Adieu, my dewdrop : I no longer stay : 
Mad dogs at sight of water mnstaway ! 

Êxit Handei. 

Oph. This eligible lot going at once, if no 
Advance ! the figure *8 misetably iow ! 
Would I might say ** tbere-s xfo'i^fferf'e/^'biit lie 
Something too much of this hatfa sbewn to ne. 
Nor can I warrant tbe nag sound, ahfao' 
The King*8 Plate*' wîU be bis. Not long ago, 
'* The Ring*' itself was in bis power : a doit l 
Just at tbe winning post to go and boit, 
Witb sucb a apeedy-cui! Woe, woe, is nie ! 
Bat woe be beeds not ; 'tmigbt as well be ^* Gee/' 
His bride elect ail day in tears migbt sit ; — ^ 
Her bridai rain be would not mind a hit ! 
Wbat must I do ? Hamlet's the Prince no more ! 
But now the fjorechs of wbat he was before f 
ïbe glass of fasbion once — a mirrmr hmtu ! — ' 
The mould of form-^^his tailors ail said so— 
Where now ikepolish in that glass which glow'd ? 
And what'a this mouldiness aboot Jiis moald ? « 
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Is ihere^HD patenl^pîllto eàlm ifis soul ? 
No ** BM in aid of the poor wandering Pnie ?'* 
l'here's something roUen, Denmark, in tby state f 
The ofple of thine eye ! — ^This tête-a4ête 
Has quite upset me. Tell me irhere, O T^there, 
My Hamlet and my ea8tles(in the air) 
Hâve flown ? He bid me '* toa Nmmery go !" 
Be shav'd, and ail ibat sort ofâhing, O no ! 
l'U none o'that ! lioan^ee tfarongfa iïmtdii ! 
l'U bring a breach of promise ! JEfitbat £ul, 
l'il bring another, wbich shall make a>pair 
Of breaehes — for the Prince's wife tô vear ! 

ExH Ophelia, 



SCENE III.-nii room in ihe Castk. Chairs and tMe^ 
on whick apunchbowl^ P^P^i C<^ ^f ^ffontic prop^ftiom) 
ffkusesy Ughted candie^ Sçc. 

Air—^ The classes sparJtle an the hoard/ 

Enter Kino, Quben, Fotomus, MarobuiXts, Courtibrs. 
I*iB8T Naughty Couktie» forgetHng to remove his hat^ the 
i û ungrily hnocked offhy the King. 



' K%. JiiBt take that hiifton eticpiette, ycm lout ! 
You play ai hazard so "the caster^s ont." 
You don't suppose yourself, you vulgar Tasrâl^ 
In Uatton Gardenor in Behoir Castle ! 
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Yon mîght be Lord Kingsole^* to sell your Klîng— 
Or ''Snowdon's knight," Fitz-James, whom Scott 

did sing îf 
What airs he gîves hîmself ! But mind^ mj cock ! 
Those hairs of yours don't corne unto the block ! 
Whj what îs this? {jperceivtng Second Naught* 
Courtier in his arm chair,'] 

Wbat bragian bloater dare 
Inflict his carcase on our best arm chair ; 
There'ssomething batching — like a hen he sits — 
My gun ! l'U blow this sitting shot to bits ! 
What ho, my gun ! 

Queen. Don't think of shooting hère f 

The manors arn't preserv'd at ail, my dear ! 
Take my ad vice, love ! let him hâve that seat 
Caird the King's Benchf Yes, let him join our 

Fleet :— 
" AU inthe Downs ih^,t Fleet/' 

King, Now let us leave 

Thèse wassals for the wassail-bowl ! We grieve 
To treat of business, while our Punch gets cold ; 
So now we'll treat to liquors, — Where's our Gold 



• '<Lord Kingsale alone has the right of remaîning covered ia 
the présence of royalty ; hut there is no foundation for the Éa« 
Bertion of Hazlitt ihat he generally appeara with a short fûpe i» 
his hat.**— Afrc. Jameson, 

t '* Fitz James alone wore cap and plume. ^^Lady of ihe Loké 
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Ladie in Wâiting ? Pray^ Sir^ fill the glasses ! 
Save for those two most imperent of asses — 
Disgrâce the culprits, and provide them swipes ! 

[NAUcoaTT* CouRTiE&s pioced in ^ewner toith béer, 

Queen. Oents^ I beseech j^ou^ play upon thèse, pipes 
This large one's for the King ! 

Mar. It îs a whacker ! 

Pol, Whata"judicîou8^ooifeer/ 

Kinff. Where'i our Bacca ? 

Queen. Look in our Bacca Box. 

Pol. A bird's eye view 

Proclaims ît Bird's eye. 

King, T am in the eue 

For Pigtail ; but wbat's hère I won*t refuse ; 
In fact I never smoke that which I ehoose» 
Stick to the Punch I 

Mar, {Brinking^ I lîke a Leech wiU draw 

Mark you the Lemm ? 

Pol. Beautîful! 

Queen. O Lor ! 

How strong ît is ! It's quite beyond my drinking 

King. She shies at first; but then she goes like 
winking ! 
A, queen of bées to suck she is by jingo ! 
For beeiwing port» and humming aie, and stingo / 
** How strong it is !" The speech is somewhat trie î— 
^^Tbat pld fiimiliar gong we iieard last night t" 
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Yety ail the Bame, she neyer c^ased to swig 
Till she had ta'en enough to wash a gig ! 
She couldn't speak, Sir 1 

PoL 'Twas the tîme to sing 

" Drink to me only wîth thy eyes," O King ! 

King, Ah, apropos, the King some musîc craves. 

Pol. You're on the Staffs Marcellus, tip your staves ! 

Courtiers. A song ! A song ! 

Naughty Courtiers. 'Ear! 'Ear! 

King. We'll crop your ears ! 

Queen. VU box that organ^ if they interfères ! 
And leave a singingy whîch those ears shall bore ! 

King. Now, warrior, warble ; for the battle's o'er ! 

MiJU3EX.LUs sings. Air — ^^ The tight lUtle Islande 

Jolly'^acchus one day to Papa Jove did say, 
** If ever our cellars run dry, Dad ; 
If DUT nectar gets low, I know where to go ; 
And IVe got such a tap in my e^e^ Dad ! 

'Tis Ëlsinore's Port that I mean, Dad ! 

To lush with the King and the Queen, Dad ! 

Claudius's Fruity and Gertrudes's Beauty P 
Says Jove, ''That's the ticket, I ween, lad l" 

Alexander the Great was a rum un to bâte. 
For he oft, like his sword, had a wetting ! 
But ahort was his reign, for at '^ the Champagne" 
He broke down, and went out of the bettîng! 

No, Denmark's the monarch to brag on — 

His Castle shews ever a FUig-on ! 

At Can and Kanaster he can't be surpassed, for 
He drinks like the faiiy taie Dragon \ 



—A 
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Oh, some babos, l'f e been told, spooiui of BÏlrti do hold 
'Tween theîr lips, soon as put in the cradle I 
But whezi ouT Denmark's King was qnîte a wee tbing, 
In bis moutb they found a punch-ladle ! 

And tben so remarkably quiçk, Sire ! 

Yon took to your Daffy's Elixir, — 

The nnrse did remark, that in your tbroat a spark 
Through lîfe would infallibly stick, Sire ! 

So tben joy and long life to the King and bis wife 
Let us drink, and let's hope, my fine fellars^ 
Decaj^ long may spare tbis fine melUm pair ! 
Good luck to the King and his cellars ! 

0, this is the life I delight in, 

Ajb vastly superior to fightîng ! 

Thougb like a brave sodger, I neyer will dodge a 
Discharge of the grape so exciting I 

Chorus, " So tben joy and long life," &c. 

Mar. Now, if you please, the honours, three times 

threel 
King. You need not count the honours^ for you see 
We're game enough withoutthem [asic?e](ôy ourtricks). 
Mar. Therefore "a Bumper" to the King, my 

bricks! 
Courtiers. Bray vo ! Brayvo! 

[Naughty Courtiers hiss, 
King. Turn them geese out ! To hiss us 

Hère in the présence of our Court and Misaus ! 
By our great predecessors, Sweyn and Go. y 
Who whipp'd the English, as you ail do know ; 
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1 

By our great ancestor, Canute, I swear ! 
(He chafTd the sea — 

First Naughty Courtier. Great Seo'-gull ! . 

King, From this chair, 

Until he '' put his foot in it/') that thej 
Shall neither cow nor hully us thîs way. 
Take them to prison ! if they struggle still, 
Siiovrfight and so on, — ^let them hâve the mill ! 
They won't like many rounds, TU lay a tizay ! 

First Naughty Courtier, He's not St, Clément^ DaneSf 
good Danes, now is he ? 

£AiEw^% Oowfiers tàkm into cwstcély fy Mabcelius, 
andEmuni* 

King \rising.'] And. now, my lords and ladies, let 
us try 
Oar thanks — 

Enter Ophelia [wry fcmXosHcaUy dressed,} 

Queen. O Gracious ! What a female Guy ! 

PoL Alas, alas ! 

Queen. We know she*8 not a lad ! 

Is it Plough Monday ? Why she must be mad t 
Look at her ringlets 1 what an *airy belle ! 
A likely one to hang herself as well. 

King. And yet the Council of our Nièce elect 
Us'd to be orthodox and circumspect. 
But let us see I Who am I ? Do you know ? 
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Oph. Are you not Uncle to the Menai Bridge? 

If 80, 

Oblige us with a hornpipe. 



AU round my hat I will wear the green willow ; 

Ail round my hat for a twelvemonth and a day ! 
Kinff Ipointing to the Queen."] Who's this lady ? 

Oph. Next Tuesday week I O no ! She's Joseph 
Ady! 



A miUer he had a dog, and Bango was hîsname — 
Beefen, Bofen, Cheefen, Chofen ! Bango was his name. 
And 80 farewell ! 

[^Exit Ophelia. 

Pol. l'II be reyenged ! O Etng ! 

May I request a twenty-four feet ring ? 
Or rather, since that's vulgar, I would pray 
Pistols for twoy and coffins for— ^an't say 
Just now, but — 

King. No ! Those are French fashîons, man, 

To shoot a Prince ! Corne listen to my plan. 
Since we haye held the reins of power, this coït 
Seems much inclined either to jib or boit ; 
And from his tears we gather (by the by 
His rheum is better than his company) 
That he means mischief ; and, in fact, he*d rather 
Try Emigration and go see his iather — 

£ 
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Where change of company, and scène, and diet, 
With kindred spîrits p'raps may keep him quiet. 

Pol. Transplant the flower^ Sire, if your air's ioo hot, 
To shadier régions. 

King, Let it go to pot ! 

Wben Camphine lamps flare up too high, no donbt 
The shortest method is— 

Pol. To put them out ! 

King. Exactly ! So, if Fortune don't rebuff us, 
We'U find for Hamlet's light a pair of snuffers ! 

\Pffers muffi-hox to Fouokivil 

Listen ! You us'd to fence well in jour prime— 
Pol. Like an old hunter. 
King, I propose some time 

You take a fence with Hamlet. 
Pol. What a whim ! 

l've taken long ago offence at him ! 
King. Your foils bad buttons, so could never pain — 
Pol. Why, dash my buttons^ now your point is plain f 
King. To make ail safe, upon the point I mean 

To rub some poison. Furthermore, the Queen 

Wben he's athirst will offer him to drink 

A cup of wine (and slightly mulVd I think !) 

Re-emJter Maboellus {vnJth note for Polonius). 

JkTar. A note for you, Sir ! Does not need reply. 
Pol. Ireading."] " With care ;" and " Thisride up;" 
"tobekeptdry." 
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" Mr. Polonîes — Sir, Your vîrgin daaghter 
Lies ten foot deep down in Virginia water I" 

Queen. Virginia water ; what a moumfal Pall ! 

King. Bring round my Diag ! 

Queen. Had you not better oall 

The Captain's Gig^ and man it in her aid ? 

Mar, Your Majesty, the maiden's no mer-maid ; 
And muBt be too far " dîpp'd" by thîs ('tis pity,) 
Ever again to show np in the City ! 
She turned her back upon the Bankf and so 
Kerfloating capital got very low, 
Until it sunk, They seek, alas, too late, 
To baie her out ! 

Queen* *Tïb an aquatic f aie f 

But yery différent from the fêtes, I*m told. 
In old Cremona, now Cremorne, they hold ! 

Pohnitês. My daughter drown'd ! Olet ihls fence 
be quick I 
Not 9unk like her ! Let's play out this odd trick 
At once. O balk me not in thèse requitals I 
But grant me access to your nephew's yitals ! 

King. Ourheir^ heing false^ we now propose shall 

PoL Among the dead men henceforth let him lie i 
Hère hath he lied enough ! 

King. In that behoof, 

We " register" this " last new Water-proqfr 
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Ckorusm So down among the dead men ! 
Down among the dead men ! 
Down among the dead men t 
Let him lie ! 

King. New fetcb cor foîls ! 

Queen. And tell that Son of mine 

To step in hère ! {_Exit Marcsllusw 

Polonius. And be eclîpsed I 

King. (to Queen) The wine ! 

Mix ity mj Hebe ! Sure he can't escape 
This bleeding, and this cupping in bis nape ! 
Yet mix it strong, for to mj certain knowledge, 
Young men get used to poison, wbîle at Collège — 
Calling it Port ! And now my crown l'U lay, 
Who drinks this possett **possit omnia /" 

Queen, He *11 cry *peccavif* if he drink at ail — 

King. In fact, mj love, be '11 take the cup andhawl t 

Queen. Well, apropos othally the trop 's prepar*d j — 
For that poor head an ''Oxford Nightcap" 's aîr'd ;— . 
His sleepîng draught is ready ; — 

PoL Now be mine 

His tueking up. To morrow I opine^ 
Thou'lt be avenged, my dear, damp, drownded 

daughter t 
And Hamlet won't reqnire bis shaving-water ! 

Queen, He comes ! 

Polonius. The fence, the fence, Sire î Cram him at ît 
Don't kt him shy nor sbirk l 
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Quéen. Why, Gracîous ! Drat it ! 

fie'B brought thët Collège gent to see faîr play ! 

JOfiy. (tahing a sightj He won't take sîght of that 
I think to-daj : — 
" Faîr play 's a jewel," which we nerer knew 
In our Regalia ! Gentlemen, bow do ? 

EtUer Haxlbt, Ho&atio» tÊnd MarcblluSi with/tnls. 

Mj lord the prince ! a little bet we 've made ; 
In fact a good sobstantial feed is ktid-^ 

Sam, Beder go eat it ! 

King» That tbis hère old gent, 

With them there foils, shall never circumvent 
Your royal bighness ! 

Ham. Then his dinner 's lost : 

** Down with the Rump'' and Dozen to bis cost ! 
Sing o'er that ** round" he lays your roundelay 
For ye shall pipe, and he the piper pay ! 
But sure the antiquated cove 's been drinking ! 
And ihÏBstrange plant of his doth spring l 'm tbinking, 
From over much rum shrub ! 

Pol You 11 find it hitters ! 

Ham So, so, old gentleman, you mean to twit us ! 
Give us the foils I I '11 cure tbis erring bloater ! 

King. If Hamlet give the first or second bit, I Tote a 
Bumper ail round ! No beel taps saving those 
He *11 tap Polonius. 
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PoUmius. NoWy youDg mani hère goes I 

('Throws hat in centre ; dUto HamUt. Hamlet oh 
HoTiMa knse ; Pohniue bàokedly Marodhu, The 
battle-holders He ^Jbgles" to cMrs. Thé SSn^ 
Time-leeper and Référée. J 

King. This pearlgoes in ourcup if he succeed^ 
(showing large pearl) 
Ancîent and costlj I 

Hùraiio. Vénérable Beadf 

Courtiers, A ring 1 a ring ! 

Hamlet. Well said : our meads to-daj 

In a ring-fence assuredly shall lay ! 

King. (driniing) We '11 do the drainage ! 

Pohniug, Ten to one, Bob Acres ! 

I turn you up and dress you ! What, no takers ? 

Hcratio. In ponies f (takes out betting-bookfj 

Polonius. Bone, Sir ! 

Queen. Why in ponies dun ? 

Won't any other colour do as well ? My son, 
Take him in horses ! Back yonrself my lad ! 

Handet. His " seUling'' in that " Corner'* will be bad. 
What*8 more, I*m principal and not a^etter f 
And nowy old horses you 'II find ihiBfence a sweater l 

(7%ey/énee in the ne plus ukra style ofmetodrama^ at 
Jlrst keeping widefy alooffirom each other.) 

Hamlet. Com% let me tickle thee, thon silly trout ( 
And play with thee, till ail thy breath is ont ! 
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Pohnius. Your angle 's not acute ! If me you 're 
arter» 
You 're lik« to caich the yerj ^' cream of Tartor /'* 
YoH iznart yoang men like flowera, so, on my soûl, 
I mean to ptnft you in your huUon-hole ! 

King. I wish tbesecocks would peokinstead of crow ! 
Times' up, my iulips ! Ara't jongoing to blow ? 
Hamlet. A hit ! 

Pohnius. It's not a hit } Don't try your flam on ! 
King. He 's won thefirst hit ! 
Polonius, So, you hach his gammon ! 

Queen, Now^ Hamleti rest ! and raise the wind ! 

You choke. 
King. Oiye him the rest, and then he 'llmake the 

stroke ! 
Queen* (offering cup.) This port ièhot man / and 

just your sort ! 
Hamlet. l'il meet the Swellf and then run into Port I 

(They reneio the fmcing^ êuHng fMch the Queen 
iwtéhertentfy taies up thepoieon''d eup. 

Queen* The Queèn carouses to thy fortunes, Prince ! 
Pass round *^ the Rosy I" Oive your mouths a rince ! 

CQueeny MarcelluSy HorcOio^ and Courtiers drink 
firompoisoned cup.) 

Marcellus. They square well for this round ! 
Horatio. Now press him hard ! 

Marcellus. The freedom of his press will soon be 
marr'd t 
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Pohniui. Lay on, Black muff ! 

Queen. O, there has been a slip, 

Between that cup and this my royal lip ! 

King. Alas I ar't sure that thoa didst drug it^ wifb 

Queen. Aye, on ihe éruggett I will lay my life / 
Idiel 

Kinff, No don't I The Btomach pump will heal :— 

Queen. Fetch me a pair ofpumps ! My senees réel f 
Adieu^ my coartieFs I 

Marcellus. Tis indeed a do ! 

By this Excursion Train yonr train goes to ! 

PoL Bleed her i' the arm, Sire, for that sometimesr 
answers— 
/ King. Sammon toann«a régiment of Zanc^rx A 

Queen, Idie! {diee) 

Hor. Mar. and Courtiers. We die ! {die^ 

PoUmius, Keep yoor eye open there. 

Or else you '11 '' nap it." {woundà Hamlet) 

Hamlet. OH ! the point is bare ! 

That stick has stuck me ! 0^/^) 

Polonius. And that point you '11 find 

Afull stop, Hamlet 1 

Hamlet. (rising) In this game, you mind, 
Two can go in ! • At once défend your wicket ! 
And nowy old huek, 'twill be a case ofprich it ! 

Th^ etruggle and ea^hange/oilst 
Pokmu ii wornied, andfmUi. 
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HamleU There I How's that, Umpire ? 
King. Ont ! 

Polonius. Alas ! l'm caught 

By that un-**cof?cr point'* 

King. By « «%" I thought.- 

Oar friendsy like ninepinsj strew the palace o'e 
Only the King remains ! 

Bàmlet. (staggering towards hing) For me to floor f 
I come to cook thy goose — ^behold the spit ! 
King. Surely, he 's only roasting me a bit ! 
ffamlet. You *11 find yoarself done brown. There f 

(sticks him.) 
King. O, my bel — * (dies. 

Hamlet» The "Zy" he wîsh'd to add, but could not 
tell! 
And now, (Jalling) dear Pa, your sinking Son mast 

set ; 
That from '* the Sun" this Court news you may get ! 

{diesi. 

Air^-^^See the C(mquering Hero Cornes.'*^ 

JEnierGhiOsts o/Hamlbt Sek. and Ophelia arm in arm. 
They parade proudfy the roam — take loine together — and 
advance to front. 

HartdeU Ladies and Gentlemen ! the moral this isy. 
Let no coTe seek to win another's Missis I 



* There îb a fine parellel passage to this, in the affeeting 
Tragedy of Bomhastes FurioBO.-*SchlegeL 
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Or, p'r'apB, when dl seems meriyas a fiddle, 

He '11 find himself, like Claudîas, faiVd V the nddéUe ! 

[Corpiei çf Clattdius and Gebtbudb violm^ agUated. 

OpheUa. Let no young spark go and get up a flamft, 
Merelj to ibrow cold water on the same I (shtêdders,) 
For, tho' the danghter fail to woimd his heart, 
The Pa may prick him in that vital part ! 

[Oi>rp8e of Hamlet oêteiMiy ûgeuUd* 

Air — ^^ Ye Marinera ofBngland," 
Ghoit ofHam. Ye Married Men of Ëngland ! 
Permit me tosuggest, — 
That, if with fair and winsome wives 
Ye are by Hymen blest ; — 
If they, like her, (pointing to QuemJ to 

flirt are prone, 
And you, as t, to sleep ;— - 
Ye should try, with one eye^ 
A sharp look-out to keep ! 
For Beauty, so the proverb saith, 
Sometimes is but skin deep ! 
Cfhortu hy the United Corpses» 
A ihaxp look-out pray keep, &c., &lo^ &c. 



Dead bocfy of Oer, Ye wedded wîves of England ! 

Ghagt o/Ham. ( Why ain't the old lass dead ?) 

Dead bady of G^er. I beg to second eveiy word 
The noble Lord has said : — 
For loyely as I seem to be, 

Qhast ofOph. (Just hear thevaiaold&ight !) 
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DeadBody of&er. Yet Fto been a sad Quion. 
To that gentleman in white ! 
And at the Inquest thos will say 
The Jury, ^* Sarved her rig^t !'' 
Chorui hy the United Oorpsea, 

poor Gentleman in white ! &c. 

Dead Body o/Hàm.^ Jun. Ye Baobelon of England ! 
IVe been and gotten kilt 
By the Guv^ior of that lady, whom 

1 felt obliged to jilt ! 

So henoeforth bear in mind, my lads, 

At Pic Nie, Bail, and Play, 

If 'tis thie, " WUt thon ?"— « Yee !"— 

You'd better fis the day ! 

For corne what will, there^s no recall, — 

Ye cannot eut away ! 

Chorus hy the United Corpaet. 
You'd better fix the day, &c. 



Ghott of Oph. Ye "maîds of merry England !" 
(The fairest maids that bç !) 
1*11 take it as a fayour, if 
You*ll snub those men for me ! 
Don*t waltz, dont polk, dont flirt with them- 
Or, if you must, I pray, 
When with sighs and sheeps* eyes 
They think they 're making play, 
V/hj let 'em talk, my dears, but don't 
Beliere one word they say ! 

Chorw. When they think, &c. 
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Farewell ! Farewell, kind audience ! 

In gloomy Charon's boat, 

We now must sing another song, 

That song, call'd '' Vm afloat !" 

How yery disagreeable 

Thèse parting moments be ! 

Tho* we grîeye mnch to leave 

Yonr sweet so-ci-e-ty, 

" Chod nighty and draw the Gurtain /** 

Oor sad farewell mnst be. 

(Towards the end of song the Ghosts of H<mlet and 
Ophelia gradually disappear.J 

CURTAIN FALLS. 
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